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Summary: Glen is not well versed in the order of the new world. 
Helpless and alone he almost meets his end when a mysterious stranger 
saves his life. Glens life is about to change and he's going to have 
to learn a few things before he ends up dead. But he just so happened 
to have met the perfect person to teach him. Glen/Daryl pairing. Will 
be M rated. 


1. Epilogue 

Hey guys! So I haven't posted anything in a long time, Ive had a lot 
of things going on in my life. But Ive had this idea running around 
my head for months and had to get it out haha. 

I know Im not the most perfect writer in the world but I enjoy to do 
it, if you have any tips for me don't hesitate to let me know I'm 
always willing to learn! :) 

WARNINGS- This fanfic is going to have a Glen and Daryl Romance. If 
your not into that kind of thing I suggest you don't read. 

Im hoping to update every couple of days so If you like the episode 
please keep a look out for the rest of the chapters ! Thanks guys ! 

Xx 

Epilogue- 

Run 

I'm running. I'm running through thick forest as quick as my legs 
will take me. Rain pours down around me, I'm completely soaked, it 
blurs my vision so that everything around me just looks like a green 
and brown blur. Black puddles splash up my legs as I barrel through 
the foliage at top speed. 

I take a swift turn sliding slightly in the slick mud and then force 



my muscles to continue to run. Blood trickles down my forehead and 
does nothing to help my inability to see. I almost didn't notice 
until my vision turned a sickening red. I'm running so hard I almost 
run face first into trees and fallen branches. I can hardly breathe. 

I can still hear the hungry groans and wails behind me. There must be 
30, maybe 40. I don't stop. I can't stop. 

I manage to turn my head while I run I'd gotten a decent distance 
away from them but they were still gaining ground at a quicker pace 
than I ever thought they could, but then again I had only ever come 
across straddlers. I had been lucky. Until now of course. 

As I run I notice the trees beginning to get thinner and I come to a 
road and pause to wipe my eyes clear of blood and rainwater while I 
got my bearings and caught what little breath I had left. I don't 
know whether it was because I was panicking but I recognised nothing. 
I was living on borrowed time so I picked a direction and began to 
run again, my muscles screamed and my lungs tightened. I don't know 
how long I can keep this up. As I ran down the dirt road let out a 
sob. I didn't want to die, not like this. I had been doing so well, I 
had found a group of survivors, we had managed to set up a camp, find 
weapons, food. Life had been, dare I say, normal for a while. I had 
been locked in a false sense of security, denying the new order of 
things. How foolish I had been. When the walkers had hit our camp 
that night we didn't stand a chance. I had just managed to make a run 
for it without any weapons food or water, running from the screams of 
my friends as they were ripped apart in there beds. I'm a 
coward . 

Maybe I deserve this, to run until I can't run anymore and then be 
eaten alive. Maybe it was better this way. I didn't need anything 
else compromising my vision so I held back tears that were oh so 
desperate to fall. And that's when I saw it, a gas station. Not the 
perfect hiding spot but it was something and I was too short of 
options to be picky. I noticed the bulk of the hoard had yet to make 
it on to the road and took this as my chance, I surged forward. 
Willing my legs to go faster until I reached the door of the 
station . 

My heart dropped as I pulled on the door to find it locked, I took a 
breath and pulled and shook to door to no avail, it wouldn't budge. I 
let out another sob as I franticly pulled at the door, noticing more 
and more walkers break through the tree line. 

They had gained on me maybe 15 feet away? I put my back flat again 
the door. I couldn't run anymore. 10 feet. I let the sobs come thick 
and fast now, not much point in hiding them now. Five feet. I closed 
my eyes I hoped that the first bite would be my neck, hopefully then 
I could bleed out too quickly to feel much pain. 3 feet. I think of 
my parents, my family, my friends. 1 foot. I feel the first walker 
grab for me and I let out a fearful sob of the pain to come. 

And then I fell backwards. 

The door behind me flew open, allowing me to fall inside, my breath 
leaves me as I fall to the floor with a painful smack. I hear the 
door slam shut and walkers slam against it desperate to get inside 
and sink their teeth into my flesh. I gather myself enough to look 
up, and straight into the tip of a sharpend arrow. I blink wildly not 
really able to make sense of the frantic events of the past ten 



minutes. I look up from the arrow and find the face of the man 
pointing it at my head. I am lost for words. 


I stutter and stumble over words and stare into the head of the 
arrow, then back into the mysterious man eyes, which were mostly 
covered by dark hair. His brow was stern and low as he stared down 
intensely at my shaking form. He was waiting for me to make any kind 
of move that would indicate I was going to attack him. Then he would 
shoot me. So I stayed as still as possible, apart from slight 
shivering . 

We stared at each other for what seemed like an eternity. His 
expression never changed. "T... thank you" I managed to force out. He 
remained silent, his body and face still unchanging. My breathing had 
calmed some, well as much as it could with an arrow aimed at my head. 
His breathing was calm, he was obviously well versed in the new order 
of the world. I shifted slightly and thought about standing but as 
soon as I moved he tightened his grip on the crossbow. I stilled 
instantly . 

"Can I stand?" I asked, thankful my stammer had subsided. He stared, 
if possible, more intensely at me. His eye skimmed my form, I think 
he was looking for weapons. After a few moments he nodded, it was 
very slight but it was there. I slowly began to rise to my feet, he 
followed me up with his crossbow still trained at my head until 
finally I was on my feet. The dead banged at the doors but he didn't 
flinch, just stared at me. Had he even blinked? 

"I'm Glen..." I told him and put my hand out. I wasn't sure why. 

He lifted an eyebrow, glanced at my hand quizzically, and paused. 
Obviously hand shaking was not common in the new world. . . I was about 
to pull my hand back when he lowered his crossbow slightly. He made 
no move to shake my hand. 

"Daryl . " 

He speaks ! 

Annnnndd thats all for this chapter folks! Please let me know if you 
enjoyed it. Id love to hear your opinions, and look out for the new 
chapter which should be on here in the next couple of days ! xx 


2 . Chapter 1 
The beginning. 

Daryl stood by the window of the gas station, watching the herd 
carefully through a slot between two of the 2x4 which had been nailed 
to the wall to cover the windows. It had been two hours. Two hours of 
deadly silence, with the occasional remark or question from me which 
was replied to with a grunt or no more than two word sentences from 
'Daryl'. Of course there were groans from the slowly disbanding herd 
outside, but I didn't count that, it had become background noise by 
now . 

It was starting to grow dim outside, but the rain had finally 
stopped. That was something I guess. I hoped that we might leave 
soon, trying to make conversation with this guy was impossible and 



honestly I was beginning to feel uncomfortable, I had tried the usual 
"where are you from?", "how'd you end up here?", "got any family?" to 
little avail. So eventually I began to pace around the shop looking 
for other things to do while we waited. 

The place obviously hadn't seen much action since this all began, 
there was no blood, everything was still on the shelves and there was 
no sign of any walkers ever being in here. I look around aimlessly, 
inspecting random dust covered souvenirs, until I see the front page 
of some old newspapers, dated a few days before the world went to 
shit. Its headlines big and bold scaremongering about of riots, 
quarantines and a sickness. I dismissed it, I didn't need a 
reminder . 

I had noticed a big black duffle bag lay open on the counter of the 
store, upon closer inspection food, painkillers, and cigarettes had 
been stuffed inside. I gently picked up a packet of the cigarettes 
and looked up at Daryl who of course was staring out of the window, I 
had to hand it to him, the guy had patience. 

"These thing will kill you" I remarked, hoping to start some sort of 
conversation that required replies that were longer then two words. 

He glanced at me, then down to the pack in my hand and scoffed, 
turning his attention back to the window. 

"And surely it can't help with the cardio, running away from walkers 
all day." I continued. 

This time he didn't respond at all, his gaze remained outside but I 
could see the hint of frustration on his features but I continued 
anyway. "People call them cancersticks for a reason." Still no real 
reaction, I sighed. I think I'd have more luck talking to the wall 
but I continued to push for some kind of interaction. 

" I knew this guy once, chain smoker, I think he smoked 50 to 70 a 
day, ended up with throat cancer, they couldn't save him and that was 
when hospitals were actually a thing and people weren't trying to eat 
other peoples-" 

"Shut up kid" I heard him grunt, his eyes still unmoving. 

I frown, this guy was impossible! But three words, wow a new 
record . 

"Hey! At least I'm trying to make some kind of conversation, and my 
names Glenn! Not 'kid'" 

Now, This next part... I'll admit I didn't see coming. I had never 
seen someone move so quickly and silently at the same time. One 
minute he was at the window the next he was in front of me, pushing 
me back against the counter, his fingers wrapped into the front of my 
shirt and his face dangerously close to mine. 

I gulped. 

"It's the walkers you should be scared of killing ya ' , not some damn 
cigarettes." He said irritation laced into his voice, but to be 
honest I was a little happy just to get a full sentence out of 
him. 



I never knew I was a fan of the southern drawl until now. 


"Listen good, 'Glenn'. Ya could be dead tomorrow and it's damn likely 
ya might be, take some pleasures when ya find 'em". He stated harshly 
and slowly released my shirt and started back to his spot of the 
window . 

I paused for a moment and thought about his words, and how defined 
the muscles in his arms were, but I pushed that thought aside, maybe 
later. I opened the packed of cigarettes and pulled the cancersticks 
out, placing it between my lips. He was already staring out of he 
window again. 

"Hey" I called. 

He hummed an acknowledgment . 

"You got a light?" I asked casually. 

He turned his head with a raised eyebrow, staring at the cigarette in 
my mouth. He lips twitched and I saw a hint of a smirk, he put his 
hand into his pocket. Turning back to the window he tossing the 
lighter without even looking, I caught it and lit up. As I inhaled I 
resist the urge to cough, and it took me a few seconds to calm my 
lungs so I could exhale without having a coughing fit. He had turned 
to look at me once more, watching me with the strangest look on his 
face, like he couldn't quite figure me out. 

I liked it that way, he wasn't the only one who was mysterious. 

- The next Morning- 

It had been a very uneventful night. We sat I talked, Daryl had a 
staring competition with the window, Daryl won. Good times. We ate a 
few candy bars and Daryl announced it was too dangerous to try to 
fight through them at night so suggested (more like ordered) we 
stayed put. I agreed without a thought, he obviously knew better than 
me. I don't know when I had fallen to sleep but I did. It's not like 
the good supply of rich and meaningful conversation was enough to 
keep me awake, but the day had been stressful and to be honest I was 
exhausted . 

"Hey kid, wake up." 

I jump awake, and see Daryl looming over me, nudging me in the ribs 
with the side of his boot. It was still dim must have been 6? Maybe 7 
in the morning. 

"Most of em' have gone, ya need to get up and get goin'" It takes a 
moment to process the words; I was never a morning person. I scramble 
to my feet in confusion as he walks away. 

"Wait. Y . . . you ' re not coming?". I asked. Damn stutter. Yeah I'd only 
known him a day and he was a strange character but the thought of 
being alone terrified me. 

" I saved your ass once what more do ya want?" He grunted and began 
zipping up the bag I had found on the counter and slung it over his 
shoulder . 



"I can't go out there alone I'll die! I... I'm not like you, but you! 
You can teach me to be! I'm smart I'll learn quickly." I pleaded with 
him. I wasn't proud but I'd rather be pathetic and alive then proud 
and dead. 

"Everyone's gotta die kid, you ain't my problem." 

And with that he walked out of the door, without so much of a 
fleeting look back or a goodbye. 

Now I don't know if it was stupidity or just pure desperation but my 
feet just moved on their own. Suddenly I was racing towards the door, 
and once through it down the dirt road where Daryl was 
heading . 

"Hey!" I called out, he didn't even flinch just carried on 
walking . 

"HEY!" I shouted gaining on him until I was walking next to 
him . 

"You may think I'm just another idiot that's gunna die but I'm not! I 
want to survive and to learn just give me a chance!" I had to walk 
fast to keep up with his pace, he still had not looked at me. 

"I ain't nobodies babysitter." He growled at me keeping his gaze 
towards the road ahead and not slowing his pace. 

"Well I owe you! You saved my life! I need to repay you some how!" I 
resorted, I was quickly running out of reasons he should let me go 
with him. That was worrying; I really was useless in this new 
world . 

"Get out of my face and we'll call it even" He said while grinding 
his teeth. 

I moved in front of him, and put my hand out to rest on his chest, 
finally halting him. I was panting, as I stared straight into his 
eyes. He glared back, looking down at my hand then back up to my 
face . 

"Please. Please give me a chance. I can help, I swear I can." He 
stared at me intently, for what seemed like an eternity, I could see 
some conflict in his eyes. I hope it was about taking me along and 
not which weapon he'd most like to kill me with. 

"One chance, if I slow you down you can leave me to die." I stared 
back I must have looked so pathetic, so desperate, but I didn't care. 
I just needed to survive. He signed heavily and grabbed my 
wrist . 

"One week. There's a camp that takes in survivors. It's a week's 
travel. I'll take ya there but that's it. One week." He spat at me, 
before releasing my wrist. 

My face lit up, "Yes! That's perfect, thank you!" I exclaimed, my 
grin so wide it hurt my cheeks. He frowned and looked away, "yeah 
yeah, we should get moving; we need to cover some miles by tonight." 
He mumbled and walked around me. If I didn't know any better I could 
have sworn I was his expression... soften for a moment. Maybe I was 



seeing things. 


I quickly nodded and began walking to catch him up. We walked in 
silence a few walkers stumbled into our path but Daryl quickly 
disposed of with an army knife from his belt, apart from that it was 
fairly uneventful. 

After an hour or so Daryl stopped and sat on the bonnet of an 
abandoned car, pulling out two water bottles from the bag he was 
carrying and handed one to me. I sat with him and watched a couple of 
walkers stumble around in the distance. 

"So, if there's a survivor's camp why don't you live there?" I asked, 
but I already had an idea of what the answer might be. 

"I don't need no damn camp, I'm doin' fine by myself." He grunted in 
response he seemed to instantly turn defensive, I must have hit a 
nerve. I decided to drop it, seemed in my best interests. I looked 
down at my water and made an attempt to change the subject. 

"I was a pizza delivery boy before all this." I chucked. 

"I was still working when the shit it the fan, wasn't until some old 
lady almost took a bite out of my face instead of her 12 inch 
pepperoni that a realised that the reports they had been showing on 
the news was true. I went straight home, packed what I could and left 
the city. I didn't even call anyone ... sometimes I wonder if my 
parents made it. Probably not, but we weren't on the best terms 
before all this." I paused, I had realised I was babbling, but in my 
defence word vomit was a thing and this guy made me nervous. 

Daryl didn't seem as agitated by my general chatter, he just glance 
at me when I stopped with a lifted eyebrow and took a sip of his 
water. Did he want me to continue? 

"My parents were old fashioned, and "didn't approve" of my life 
style. My university wasn't good enough, studying music wasn't good 
enough and my part time job wasn't good enough but I guess it was 
mainly my orientation that really sent them over the edge." I paused; 
I had not meant to go into quite that much detail. I waited for 
Daryl's response; surely telling the redneck I ...' preferred male 
company' was not the best course of action. 

"So you're Chinese and a fag? Heh, figures." He laughed. Actually 
laughed! With a smile and everything! 

"I'm Korean." I corrected him quietly with a pout. 

I was surprised, he didn't seem disgusted, just... Amused? 

Whatever it was I greatly preferred it to him being disgusted and 
leaving me to die. 

"You don't think that's disgusting?" I asked slowly, a little afraid 
of the response. 

"Each to their own, not every hillbilly redneck is a homophobic, 
racist arsehole ya know." He smirked and I gotta admit, he looked 
pretty hot when he did that . 



I chucked. " Mr hillbilly I'm sorry for stereotyping you" I smiled 
and we were laughing, it was strange. He should laugh more often, he 
looked much better with a smile. 

Once the chuckling has come to its natural end I decided to try and 
push things a little, he seemed to be quite relaxed at that moment in 
time . 

"So what's your story then Mr equality and diversity redneck?" I 
sniggered, and just like that I saw his body tense once more. He was 
no longer relaxed and I had and feeling that the end of bonding time 
for today. 

He jumped down from the bonnet and stuffed his water bottle into his 
bag. "We should keep moving." He muttered. I didn't argue, just stood 
and began walking. 

This was going to be one long ass week. 

Thats all for now folks 

Thank you so much for reading and I hope you enjoyed it. 

I know that Glenn did not study music in university in the original 
series however I wanted to do this for something I have planned later 
on in the story. 

Again I am by no means perfect in my writing, if you have any tips or 
just want to leave me a nice comment please review I would love to 
know your opinions ! xx 


End 
f ile . 



